T he moff lament die T rage die 

Difgreffing from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fowrne but hollow periurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrifli 
Thy wit, that ornament,to fhape and loue, # 

Miihapen in the condu&cf them both: 

Like po wder in a skilleife fouldicrs flaslce" 

Is let a fier by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 

What row fe theeman,thy 7 #/im$aliue, 

For whole deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy, 7 /&?/# would kill thee, 

But thou fleweft 7 »^<*/r,there art thou happiew 
The law that threatned death becomes thy friend 
Andturneitco exile, there art thou happy, 

A packe of blefling light vpon thy backe, 

Happincfle courts thee in her beft array, 
Buthkeamifhaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue: 

Take hcede, take heede,for fuch diemiferable. 

Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Afcendher chasiber,hencc and comfort her# 

Butlooke thou ftaynot till the watch befet. 

For then thou canft not palle to Mantu a, 

Where thou lhalt liue till wee can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of thy Prince and call thee backe. 

With twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haffen all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming, 

Nur. O Lord,I could haue ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfell, oh whatlearning is: 

My Lordple tell my Lady you will ceme, 

&>, Do io.and bidray fweete prepare to chide, 

N#r, Her? 
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N/w. Here fir, a Ring fhe bid me giue you fir: 

Hie you, make hafte.for it gro wes very late. 

R* t How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 
fit. Go hence, goodnight, & here Hands all your ftate: 
Either be gonebefore the watch befet. 

Or by the breake of day difguifd from hence^ 

5oiournc in OUantua, 11c find out your man. 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Euervgood hap toyou,thatchaunccs here: 

Giue me thy hand, tislate, farewell,goodnight. 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe, fo briefe to part with thee: 

Farewell. 

Exeunt* 


Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Lookeyou, fhe loud her kinfman Tjba'.t dearcly. 

And fo did I. Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very late, fheele not come downe to night: 

I promife you, but for your company, 

1 would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 

Paris. Thefe times ©f wo, affoord no times to wooes 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter* 
La. 1 will, andknow her mind early to morrow* 

T o night fhe is mewed vp to her heauines, 

Ca, Sir Pans, I will make a defperate tender 
Of my cluldes loue:I thinke fhe will be rulde 
In all refpe&s by me: nay more, I doubt it not* 

"Wife, go you to her ere you goto bed. 

Acquaint her hereofimy fonneAiwloue, 

And bid her,marke you me, on wendfdav next, 
liutfoft, what day is this? 

Paris Monday my Lord. 

C<f, Monday, ha ha, well wendfday is toofoone* 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

H 2 


She 


